LETTERS TO  AN UNKNOWN                  2OI

formed of small stars with a big sun in front,
exactly like wax figures at a fair.

CCXLI.

LONDON, BRITISH MUSEUM,

July 25, 1861.

I AM spending my time here in a very mo-
notonous fashion, although I dine out every
day and see people and things I have not
seen before. I dined at Greenwich yester-
day, with great personages who tried to
make themselves jolly, not, like the Ger-
mans, by throwing themselves out of the
window, but by making a great deal of
noise. The dinner was abominably long,
but the whitebait was excellent. We have
unpacked here, twenty-three boxes of anti-
quities. There are two statues and several
very remarkable busts of a good epoch and
thoroughly Greek. I went to the House of
Commons the other evening and listened to
the debate on Sardinia. It is impossible to
be more verbose than most of the orators.
Gladstone pleased me. I expect to be inwoman present, which is
